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ONE MUST SOMEHOW FIND A WAY of loving 
the world without trusting it; somehow one 
must love the world without being worldly. 

G. K. Chesterton. 

To contemplate the past year I relax 
at my antique desk - before me a sea of 
duck figurines - portraits of my Grand 
Parents - a snapshot of my Father glancing 
up from his morning paper the way I remem¬ 
ber him - a pen and ink portrait of Adolph 
Bolm, my artistic Father - and a smaller 
one of him making up before a performance 
of Perrot - a snapshot of the five Cameron 
brothers the very last time they were all 
together - Michaelangelo's "David" re¬ 
calling beautiful days in Florence, Italy 
a framed picture of "An Idyll" by 
Bianchi Ferrari in the Wallace Collection 
in London - another of a "Neopolitan 
Fisherboy" and "A Girl with a Shell" by 
the French Sculptor Carpeaux in the 
National Gallery in Washington - and above 
my cranberry desk lamp a large Gauguin 
also from the National Gallery. Does this 
sound a bit cluttered to you? There is 
more. 

All this before me at my desk is 
symbolic of what I am and of happenings 
before 1977. I really sat down to write 
about happenings of this past year only. 
The elements seemed to have gone totally 
mad with freak weather - storms and 
droughts - earthquakes - all creating a 
great amount of misery in the world. It 
was a year of political upheaval 
calamity - and unbelievable crime and ter¬ 
ror, The grim reaper held out his hand to 
many friends of the artistic world. Among 
them Joan Crawford, Robert Lowell, Peter 
Finch, Maria Callas, Uday Shankar, Ethel 
Waters, Leopold Stowkowski, Bing Crosby, 
Zero Mostel, Guy Lombardo, Alfred Lunt, 
Graucho Marx, Yuri Soloviev, and Charlie 
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Chaplin. All gave much pleasure to our 
world and will leave an empty space in our 
hearts. 

Chicago has always been a musical 
city of note; thanks to Theodore Thomas 
and Frederick Stock in the past for sowing 
the seeds of musical taste in our city. 
In the past few years due to world tours 
for our orchestra its- fame has spread and 
now "Even" New York appreciates our 
orchestra. Earlier Fritz Reiner began the 
surge and now with conductors like Solti, 
Guilini, Abbatta, Rozhdestvensky and 
Barenboim we have all become conscious of 
the city's great treasure. For me, the 
peak of the year was the all Brahms pro¬ 
gram with Guilini conducting and Barenboim 
at the piano. The performance of Del 
Tredici's "Final Alice" (at the end of 
last year) with Barbara Hendricks gives us 
proof that there are (somewhere) young 
composers interested in music that does 
not dwell on the irritating screatchie- 
scratchie disonances for music. Solti's 
performance of Bruckner's Smyphony No 7 
was another glorious afternoon. Rozdest- 
vensky's all French program with "Daphne 
and Chloe" was a memorable concert. 

On paper the Lyric Opera's season did 
not sound too great but four out of seven 
operas offered were superior. No one will 
argue that Wagner 1 s "Die Meistersinger" 
was the all time favorite and it only 
proves how hungry the public is to hear 
more of Wagner and less of Verdi. That 
operas only defect was the miserable out 
of character ballet presented in the last 
act by Tallchief's flock. "Peter Grimes" 
was everything great opera should be - 
drama - great acting and singing along 
with expressive music that tells its story 
- for this, Brittan's score is pure 
genius. The production of Mozart's 
"Idomeneo" was a rare musical treat. At 










































the age of 24 he had already written some 
of his greatest music and this production 
did him proud. Bouncy Pavaratti in 
!, Elisir d'Amore" and Geraint Evans 
sparkled the season off to a good start. 

Ill the area of theatre "Wild Oates", 
the play by John 0*Keefe written in 1790 
was a fabulously entertaining evening. 
That play added much joy to our otherwise 
drab visit to London. "Chorus Line" did 
not add. John Curry dancing his "After¬ 
noon of a Faun" on ice was worth the trip 
alone. In Chicago Mary Martin and Anthony 
Quayle in "Do you turn Sommersaults?" and 
Vincent Price in "Diversions and Delights" 
were both intelligent theatre of high 
order. 


The year cannot be passed over with¬ 
out mention of the "Treasures of 
!utankhamon" at the Field Museum, Its 
intricate design work - and the workman¬ 
ship oi three thousand years ago puts our 
modern craftmenship to shame. The simple 
wooden head of the infant Tut was my 
favorite of the 55 objects displayed. 

Of the 25 books read in the year John 
Usry introduced me to Loren Eiseley a 
writer of great quality. His "All the 
Strange Hours" and "The Night Country" 
were fascinating reading. Norman 

Maclean's "A River Runs Through It" is a 
book of rare wit and humanity. The river 
~ by the way - is the Blackfoot River in 
Montana that runs through my familie's 
property and often floods my summer cabin. 
E. h. White's "Essays" is choice reading. 
Gilbert Highet's "The Immortal Profes¬ 
sion" was a welcome follow-up to "The Art 
of Teaching" and Dieter Fischer Diskau's 
Wagner and Nietzche" intrigued me for new 
light on both men. Towards the end of the 
year the new books all seemed dull, so I 
reread with relish Mary Renault's "The 
Masque of Appollo" about the early Greek 
Theatre. And always I continue to read 
Proust's "Remembrance of Things Past" - 
now in the third volume. 

The Muse of Dance — Terpsichore - 
holds an importent place in the art world 
today — no question of its popularity - 
but will this last with the creative 
aspect of dance at such a low ebb. The 
dance world has gone overboard for virtuo¬ 
sity in favor of interpretation, artistry 
and personal charm. The real reason the 


Massine ballets today are unsuccessful is 
this lack of character and personal 
charissma of the dancers and their voided 
interpretative powers. Critics are prone 
to say that possibly they were not good 
ballets anyway - without having the intel¬ 
ligence to know what was lacking. 

There is no shortage of good dancers. 
Every Company comes with a group of 
wonderfully trained dancers but poorly 
used. To program an evening of three or 
four ballets all without any theatrical 
flair or contrast all with the same kind 
of music - all without any content - all 
1 prittily' danced is a dull bill of fare 
and sleep inducing. Dennis Wayne's 
company last January offered only one item 
that lifted the program and that was 
Bejart's "Song of the Wayfarer" danced by 
himself and Laurence Rhodes. Bejart's own 
company had one ballet "Serart - ce la 
Mort?" danced to the Strauss "Four Last 
Songs" by Gerald Wilke and four girls. It 
was truly a meaningful work marvelously 
held-together by Wilke"s sensitive per¬ 
formance. Alvin Ailey's company reper¬ 
toire was innoxious and dull. His "Blood 
Momories" was labored and trite. Most of 
his best dancers of the previous year were 
miss ing and he did need them. G1 enn 
Tetley's "Le Sacre de Printemps" was the 
most exciting ballet the American Ballet 
Theatre brought with Kirk Peterson out¬ 
standing as the sacrificed youth. The 
Stuttgard Company's "Eugene Onegin" was 
the only truly superb performance of the 
year and it is difficult to surpass Marcia 
Haydee and Richard Cragun in that splendid 
ballet of Cranko's 

This was the year for the male 
dancer. In those that I saw Laurence 
Rhodes, Gerald Wilkes, Kirk Peterson and 
Richard Cragun gave very special appear¬ 
ances, Marcia Haydee the most exceptional 
female dancer. Naturally these reflect 
only what I attended. The movies intro¬ 
duced Nureyev and Baryshnikov to a new 
public for dance. Nureyev as Valentino 
was hard to imagine and he was not Valen¬ 
tino - but he alone was wdrth seeing the 
picture for. The direction of Ken Russell 
was a criminal waste of Nureyev's talent. 
Under a good director he could be an 
excellent actor. On the other hand 
Baryshnikov under Herbert Ross direction 
was another story. What an incredible 
record of his genius for the years to 
come. 





The movie "The Turning Point" is a 
great film for many tastes. What 
impressed me was that for the first time 
dance was filmed from the dancers view¬ 
point . Aside from the excellent perform¬ 
ances of Bancroft, Scott and Mac Laine (in 
that order) there were many other treats. 
How nice to see Danilova - st> utterly 
charming and vivacious. Another chance to 
see Haydee and Cragun along with a host of 
others. Naturally we were all prejudiced 
for Leslie Browne who made such a stunning 
debut in a new world. For all the dance 
enthusiasts and dance students in the city 
certainly "The Turning Point" was the 
high-point of the year. 

Chicago based ballet was no joy to 
anyone. The Chicago Ballet with its third 
company in four years rambles on trying 
this and trying that with no great 
success. They seem to have only one 
dancer of note - Begley. Like most 
efforts today the dancers do not get the 
publicity; in this case it is all aimed at 
Ruth Page, its founder and Geraldine 
Freund a social climber who is sometimes 
very daring with money - to no avail. The 
other Chicago contender Maria Tallchief 
made two miserable attempts at the Lyric. 
Maria who has damned everyone else in 
Chicago is now getting a bit of it from 
the press who were not impressed this 
season. 

It would seem that we did nothing 
over the year but go to the theatre and 
concerts. We really don't do much else - 
that is our life and only recreation. 
Sundays the year round are filled with 
rehearsals for our spring concerts at St. 
Alphonsus. Last year was a rewarding one 
starting with almost a new group of talen¬ 
ted attractive young people. It would be 
difficult to name one without naming all. 
But for their importance on the program 
Ines Laimins, Morag Mac Kenzie, Victoria 
Peluchewski, Carolyn Cowie, Christopher 
Adams and Hank Adams were outstanding. 
All but Christopher will be on the con¬ 
certs this coming April. Shortly after 
the programs the Summer Courses are upon 
us and six weeks later our much looked for 
vacation. Our trip to England, Germany 
and Switzerland along with two side trips 
to Wesley Memorial Hospital for me rather 
sum up the year. Beginning the fall 
season Dolores Lipinski became an impor¬ 
tant part of our school and we are 


extremely happy to have her - actually she 
has always been a part of the school. 

Little of the havoc rampant through¬ 
out the world touches our small world here 
on Madison Street. That is not exactly 
true because there has been great dLstruc- 
tion within our block - the disappearance 
of the beautiful La Salle Hotel to erect 
another black tombstone. And soon the 
Northwest corner of Madison and Wells will 
go for another Telephone Company building. 
Since 1950 we have lived a charmed life at 
185 but how long will it last? 

The Holiday season this year was 
quiet - pleasant and extremely cold. 
There was a minimum of bad news on the 
many Christmas cards and many kind and 
thoughtful messages from former students 
from as far back as the 1930's. It means 
so much to us to hear what has happened to 
everyone. Now may we wish you all a Happy 
and Prosperous 1978. 


* * * * k 


Don't expect to give birth to anything by 
Yourself. ^ - Kazantzalcis 


Speak in order that I may see you. 

- Socrates. 


God gives the birds their food but they 
must fly for it. - Dutch proverb. 


When in doubt - tell the truth. 

- Mark Twain. 
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